"REMEMBER YOUR UNCLE OF NINGPO"

job, but finally came the glad tidings that he had
been appointed as a small official in the under-
offices of the Ningpo yamen. Ah, what a wonder-
ful day for the Sun family. Long and glad was
the merry feasting in the family circle. At last
a member of the Sun family was to enter the
mysterious realm of the service of the Son of
Heaven and at Ningpo, the great city of a hundred
wonders. Ah, at last one member was on the
direct highway to opulence and honor! He sailed
off with a smiling face and a light heart amid the
glad congratulations of the numerous members of
the Sun family, upon whom he would, as they
hoped, shower the honors of officialdom. Yes, the
Sun family was getting on in the world of the
mandarinate.

Alas! holding office under the mandarinate was
not the bed of roses of which he had dreamed.
This simple enthusiast of the Blue Valley stood
no chance against the machinations of the harpies
of the Ningpo yamen, and so, after severe af-
flictions and protracted tribulations, he was
driven out in disgrace.

Far from home, stranded, and in great straits,
it was only with difficulty that he finally returned
to Blue Valley broken and disconsolate. Glad,
indeed, was he to get back again, as self-effacing
as the Prodigal Son as he entered upon the hard
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